18                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
The Beard saluted gravely His card bore the pseudonym Brave
<el have the honor to report, Lieutenant, that you cannot pass this way."
I could not help chuckling.
"Who's in command of this sector?"
"Lieutenant Pobog"
"What happened? Did it start earlier?"
"Probably some were too quick on the trigger "
"Are you sure I can't pass through Krakowskie?"
"Positive, Lieutenant"
"Then I suppose nobody else will be able to get through herer
"Impossible, Lieutenant/*
I decided to go back home and set up the Red Cross station in my tobacco shop, which by prearrangement was to be run by those who could not reach their posts Everything m my shop had long since been prepared for the occasion.
Barbarfca was home, crying. Her girl friend had not come. Probably she, too, could not make it.
"Come on, Barbarka, youTl help me. We're going to open the Red Cross station."
Over the door I nailed the red poster with the white Polish Eagle and the inscription. "Warsaw Uprising-August 1,1944." Soon the Red Cross flag was waving at the entrance. We laid out on a small table all the medical supplies I had. Barbarka ran upstairs to bring the electric pot, and started boiling water right away. We set up a makeshift bed, and even an "operating table."
Civilians from the neighborhood began to crowd into the door of the station* Many looked perplexed. Others, who knew about the uprising from members of their families taking part in the battle, beamed with pnde and enthusiasm*